The Man Who Couldn't Say F by Fixmer, Clyde
A perfect bank shot!
Eyes, brain, and body working
as one well-oiled, beautiful machine.
Mother of Ovaltine! What I'd have given 
to make shots like that in highschool. 
Weave, fake, leap, hook, two points —  
like Denver Booth and Tommy Tucker did 
in between banging cheerleaders 
and polishing their trophies.
Well, better late than never.
On the Richter Scale of Success 
my small coup fails to register; 
but at this late date 
I take what I can get.
—  Charles Webb 
Seattle. WA
THE MAN WHO COULDN'T SAY F
A man who couldn't say F was sitting in a bar one night 
when he was approached by a stunning hooker dressed as a 
harem girl (but with no other Arabian characteristics to 
speak of). Anyway, she said, —  Buy me a drink, big boy? 
To which our man replied — Hi, my name's Vred, what's 
yours? He deftly lifted the hem of her gauze costume, 
playfully pushing his thumb up the space between her thighs 
(this hooker was severely bow-thighed). — Well, hi Vred, 
said our harem girl, — My name's Vlorence. — Vred said, 
You're mocking me, Vlorence, and I don't like being mocked. 
Vlorence, not to be out-retorted, retorted, — I don't like 
being vingered, either (although technically, of course, 
she had been thumbed, not vingered). Then Vred said, Vlo­
rence, I'm a man of vew words. Let's go out in the car 
and vuck. Just then a man to Vred's left clubbed Vred off 
the barstool with a giant-sized roll of Aluminum Voil 
which he'd picked up at an Aluminum Voil Convention in 
Sioux Vails, saying, — Vellow, you shouldn't have said 
that. You must be looking vor a vight. Vlorence screamed 
as Vred veil down with a splat, wretching fiolently, all 
the vight gone out of him. The man stood over Vred. pum- 
meling him ficiously with his veet until the bouncer broke 
it up. Then Vred vollowed Vlorence to her apartment, where 
they spent the night vucking, and vighting over whose was 
the worst vhysical devect: Vred's speech impediment or 
Vlo's bow thighs.
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